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Whenever she bent down, she was being
gently watched. All the handkerchiefs bore
D. H. B. printed diagonally across the corner.
What did D. H. stand for? Not "David
Henry/' she thought, glancing up at the
watcher.

Then she felt that she was arranging these
things and putting them away for a long time,
for ever. She was tying them up with mauve
ribbon and storing them in a place where
they would slowly fade and yellow, as the
handkerchiefs in that drawer had faded. The
thought, and the silent room, and the umnov-
ing gaze of the watcher saddened her. She
longed for the woman to speak, for some one
to speak a comfortable word to her. She
thought of Bettington sitting remote and
separate, engrossed and motionless, in the
other room, almost with bitterness.

How dead these clothes were, as she sur-
veyed them, carefully piled on the bed.
Husks of living things that could not be
made real, except by some ghostly essence
which escaped her. She was becalmed and
stagnant in a strange world of lifeless
memories. Perhaps all this was warm in
some one's mind, living and breathing there.
In Boston's mind perhaps. Or perhaps they